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Tlie  Daisy. 

Once  a  daisy,  starry-eyed, 
Raised  its  timid  liead  and  siglied, 
To  a  weod  wliich  beut  above, 
Breatliiiii^  s_ympatliy  and  love. 

Close  beside  this  gentle  flower 
Grew  this  weed  uf  unknown  power; 
And  tlie  daisy,  at  its  sight, 
F(_'lt  a  tlii'ill  of  Strange  deliglit. 

Bnt  tlie  gardener  canie  along 
Witli  liis  sickle  sliarp  and  strong; 
I'll  reniove  it  froni  tlie  tbrong, 
Surely  tliat  will  not  be  wroiig. 

Turning  to  tlie  daisy  bright, 
While  slie  shrank  far  froni  iiis  siglit- 
Now,  Said  he,  what  weed  is  this 
Tliat  iny  daisy  wants  to  kiss? 

Bnt  tlie  daisy  dropped  a  tear 
As  the  gardener's  form  drew  near; 
'Twas  for  love,  and  not  froni  fear, 
That  she  dropped  the  silent  tear. 

Stoojjing  down  close  by  the  bed, 
Where  they  raised  her  starry  head, 
Gazing  with  iinfeignod  sni'prise 
In  the  mild  and  dewy  eyes: 


I'll  remove  tlie  poisoned  weed — 
'Tis  a  grovvth  we  do  not  need  ; 
I'll  not  clip  it  witli  inj  knife, 
ßut  I'll  take  its  very  life. 

I'll  uproot  it  froin  tlie  soil, 
Or  my  daisj  it  will  spoil ; 
I'll  not  Icave  its  roots  to  spoil 
Otlier  plants  now  free  from  soil. 

But  tlie  dais}^  faintly  cried, 
Wliile  tlie  weed  in  sorrow  siglied  ; 
Still  the  <j;ardenei'  sterner  e^rew 
At  tlie  sad  sifflit  wliich  lie  knew 


Wonld  soon  wreck  the  one  fair  bed, 
Wliere  the  daisy's  soul  was  wed 
To  the  weed  in  love  and  dread  ; 
I^ow  to  her  he  must  l)e  dead. 

Side  by  side,  so  close  together, 
It  were  almost  death  to  sever 
From  the  dais}^  wlio  relied 
On  the  weed  of  wicked  pride. 


But  the  gardener  hnrled  it  ont ; 
In  liis  niind  there  was  no  donbt 
That  liis  cause  was  a  just  one ; 
Ca  red  not  lie  for  what  he'd  done. 


MORAL. 

All  througli  iiature  evil's  strengest ; 

If  the  good  would  last  the  longest, 
Separated  it  innst  be 
Froin  all  evil,  as  you  see : 

Slow  of  growtli  is  moral  good  ; 

Evil  not  qnite  nnderstood. 

This  Strange  daisy  did  not  fall, 

For  her  honor  was  not  frail. 

Still  we  cannot  ciiange  a  weed, 
Tho'  its  niedicine  we  need 

To  bnt  strengthen  virtue's  powers ; 

Thus  the  weeds  srow  in  our  bowers. 


What  is  Thy  Aim  ? 

iDear  life  !    iiiiinorttil   souI  !    wliat  is  tliy  aim  ^ 
Thy  love  towards  mortal   man,  or  love  of  fame? 
Sliall  aiio-els  ])raise,  or  men   tlieii'  liomage  p:iy  ? 
Wliicli  is  tlie  l)i'oa(l  or  wliicli  tlie  iiarrow  way? 
Tlie  ])at]\  with  tlioi'ns,  oi'  that  witli  roses  fair? 
Before  tlie  host  of  lioaveii,  oh  !  conkl  we  swear 
For  Thee  we  bore  the  cross,  like  Tliee  of  old, 
For  mortals'  good,  not  jiraise,  thy  love  was  told. 


The  Ciplier. 

Taken  from  a  text,   "  What  is  our  Life?" 

"  Some  lives,"  said  tlie  wortliy  preaclier, 
"  Are  but  useless  ciphers  here.'' 
I  will  not  dispute  tlie  teaclier, 
Bat  I  thonght  it  kind  of   qneer 
If  the  Lord  had  made  in   vain 
Tliat  frotn  wliich  no  good  we'd  gain. 

Still,  some  lives  are  but  a  cipher — 
No  foundation  liave  tliey  laid  ; 

And   we  often,  often  Avonder 

For  what  use  tliey  hav^e  been  niade. 

But  tlie  ciphers,  put  with  figures, 

Often  count  a  niiilion  more. 
And  we  borrow  for  these  ciphers 

Wiiat  we  coiild  not  gain  before. 

And  we  sometinies  falter  faintly, 
Thinking  tliis  is  all   for  naught ; 

But  our  teachei"'s  ways  are  saiiitly, 
Thus  our  niission's  nobly  wrought. 

Christ  we  place  for  the  foundation, 

Make  Tlim  the  dividiug  line 
Throngh  the  evils  of  creation, 

And  our  lesson  is  divine. 


Olli  Darline. 


Tlu'  little  girl  liad  not  dared  to  pass  the  liouse  of  tlie  woman  for  weeks  bcfore,  as 
tlie  latter,  greatly  enraged  aiid  witli  a  severe  threat,  had  falsely  charged  her  -witli  kill- 
inc:  one  of  her  little  cliickens. 


Dear  little  fairy  niaiden, 
Trippiiig  adowii  tlic  street, 

Witli  flowers  you  are  laden, 
As  M'itli  a  smile  joii  greet 

Onr  pnzzled,  wonderiiig  faces, 
For  \ve  M'ere  watcliing  yon, 

So  proud  of  all  yonr  graces, 
And  M'ondered  M'hat  you'd  do. 

With  cahn,  unflincliing  courage 
The  dreaded  gate  you  passed, 

Daring  the  woman's  angry  rage, 
Our  lisping  angel  asked, 

"  If  she  might  liave  sonie  flowers 

For  a  poor,  little  dead  boy's  grave," 
And  yet  her  tender  powers 

Those  liard  looks  could  not  save. 

IIow  dare  you  go,  niy  little  elf? 
What  answer  gave  the  woman  ? 
"  She  Said,  ^I  want  tliemfor  myself!'  " 
"Well,  Grace,  she's  hardly  human." 


Still  determined,  babj  went 
To  some  more  tender-hearted  ; 

A  farewell  gift  our  Gracie  nieant 
To  give  to  tlie  departed. 

With  triiimpli  in  her  beaming  eyes 

Olli*  little  girl  returned  ; 
Uiisellish  object !  cliild,  liow  wise 

A  lesson  tliou  Las  learned. 

O  self-forgetfulriess  !  liow  sweet 

To  live  for  good  of  others. 
]^ow  silent  are  tlie  pattering  feet 

And  death's  cold  angel  liovers, 

Two  weeks  liave  passed,  and  others 
Are  gathering  flowers  for  you, 

For  with  the  angel  mothers* 
You  are  chanting  praises,  too. 

*  She  had  an  idea  that  there  was  a  mother  in  Heaven  to  care  for  her. 


Tlie  Picture. 

"  Silent  poet ! "   volumes  speak 
In  those  eyes  so  soft  and  nieek  ; 
Mary,  motlier — Jesus,  cliild — 
Purified  and  iindefiled ! 
In  a  nianger,  frail  and  weak, 
Great  mysterious  Nature's  f  reak  ! 
What  a  picture  thou  hast  niade — 
Love  illumining  tlie  shade  ! 
Could  an  artist  picture  tliere 
Cherub  form  with  face  more  fair — 
Could  he  jDaint  the  tender  light 
In  Thy  mother's  eyes  that  night, 
As  those  little  rosebud  lips, 
Pressed  against  her  bosoni,  sips 
Froni  her  breast  witli  sweet  delisht 
Life  and  strength  ?     Oh,  what  a  sight 
For  an  artist's  brush  to  make — 
For  a  poet's  soul  to  wake ! 
Wliat  a  l)oon  !  what  great  reward  ! 
Coukl  we  witli  just  words  record 
All  that  picture  truly  meant, 
Men  wonld  truly  then  repent ! 


Pride  tlie  puppet,  pride  tlie  slave, 
Would  be  riuiiu^  to  wind  or  wave. 
Hauglit}^  nieii  wlio  pass  us  bj 
Seem  to  look,  or  seem  to  crj', 
"  You  are  low,  but  I  am  hlivh  ; 
I  have  knowledge — yoii're  without ; 
I  am  better,  tliere's  iio  doubt !  " 
But  true  greatness  lifts  us  high, 
Sends  tlie  sparkle  to  our  eye. 
Like  the  cattle,  stauding  dnmb, 
Wlien  before  the  King  they  come, 
Witli  their  breasts  all  bared  to  sight, 
Standing  in  God's  trntliful  light, 
Wliat  is  pomp,  or  wealth,  or  pride, 
If  the  grave  these  vain  things  liide? 
What  is  meekness,  merey,  love, 
Wlien  on  wings  it  soai's  above 
All  earth's  pride,  and  pomp,  and  power? 
Heaven — is  such  soul's  true  dower. 


Blossoin. 

On  the  (Icath  of  a  littlc  girl  iiained  "  Rlossom." 

A  bloösoni  feil  from  the  "  o:ates  ajar"  teiiderly  on  the  earth, 
"\Yith  loviiig  care  we  iinrsed  it,  yet  hanlly  kiiew  its  worth, 

Till  an  angel,  watchiiii^  in  silence,  eanie  with  a  nolseless  tread, 
And  (jniclvl}'  g-athered  oiir  BUxssoni,  *' for  Paradise,"  she  said. 

Safe  from  this  world  of  sorrow,  gathered  M'hile  pure  and  fair; 
IIow  can  the  love  of  niortals  with  the  love  of  angels  compare, 

Tempted  with  worldly  jileasnre,  worried  with  earthly  care? 

Onr  P)h)ssoni  hloom.s  near  her  Saviour.     Oh,  may  we  meet  her  there  ! 


Typical  CliURii  Members. 

Born  iii  a  stable,  Iminble  and  pooi- — 

How  niucli  Jesus  would  have  to  endurc 

If  now  pn  this  eartli  He  lived  as  of  yore  ! 

The  people  would  treat  Ilim  the  sanie  as  before. 

"  Only  a  carpenter  !  "  sneering,  tliey'd  say  ; 
He  liasn't  niuch  pi-ide,  I'ni  sui-e,  by  the  way 
He  liunibles  hiinself  to  wash  people's  feet ! 
What  interest  He  takes  in  niakiiiö"  theni  neat ! 
Like  His  followers,  footsore  and  weaiy,  He  knew 
How  refresliing  it  was  to  be  treated  so. 

Up  in  the  niountain  along  with  the  devil  ! 

Would  not  our  church  members  think  it  an  evil  ? 

Poor  weakeiied  souLs  !   tliey  pi'ove  themselves  frail ; 

What  does  this  shrinking  from  sinners  avail  ? 

It  sliows  for  themselves  tliey  only  have  care  ; 

If,  ürm  in  their  goodness,  they  v^^ould  enter  and  dare 

To  save  sonie  poor  soul  in  the  haunts  of  vice, — 

If  they  were  heroic  instead  of  precise, — 

This  M'orld  would  be  better,  more  noble  and  true, 

If  Christians  (so  called)  would  tind  such  work  to  do. 

But  alas!  they're  so  fearful  of  what  peoj)le  think — 
'Tis  not  fi-oni  their  conscience  or  God  that  they  shrink- 
If  they  nieet  an  old  friend  who  has  been  misled 
They  ci'oss  o'er  the  street  and  go  right  ahead  ! 
'Tis  not  evil  results  these  good  people  fear 
That  from  evil  doers  they  try  to  keep  clear ; 
'Tis  populär  friends  who  might  deeni  them  low, 
That  kind,  cheering  words  they  dare  not  bestow, 


My  Guide. 

Thy  life  sliall  ever  be  a  giiide  to  stay  my  wayward  feet  ; 

Tliy  hnnil)le  nature,  free  from  pride,  shall  teacli  me  lessons  sweet ; 

Thy  Christian  meekness,  oft  rebuked,  has  touched  thy  tender  heart 

With  pity  for  the  hanglity  pride  ,of  those  who  woiild  impart 

Their  worldly  spirit,  füll  of  strife,  of  euvy,  and  of  hate ; 

But  tliou,  witli  Christlike  patience,  for  higher  jndgment  wait. 

A  selfish  heart  has  crushed  thce  down  in  sorrow,  ere  the  bloom 
Of  thy  fair  cheek  was  tinged  with  age,  or  brow  o'erhnng  with  gioom  ; 
And  yet  tliy  earnest  prayers  for  hini  havc  never  fainter  grown, 
Althongh  the  anguish  of  thy  lieart  his  lieart  lias  never  known. 
'Though  stei-n  reniorse  and  sad  regret  may  fill  his  longing  sonl, 
The  heart  wliich  songlit  his  happiness  feels  but  the  bnrning  coal 

The  scenes  enacted  in  thy  hfe  have  deep  impressed  my  heart; 
And  from  their  noble  teachings  may  my  nature  ne'er  depart! 
My  daily  cross  grows  lighter  when  my  meraory  turns  to  thee, 
And  my  faith  in  God  grows  brighter  when  at  eve  I  bend  my  knee ; 
My  cares  and  disappointments  are  naught  compared  with  thine. 
And  thus  I  steal  a  jewel  from  the  soul  whose  hidden  mine 
Shall  shine  in  heaven  witli  brighter  fame  than  all  the  royal  line. 

I  look  up  at  thy  patient  toil,  thy  striving  without  love  to  cheer, 

And  feel  thy  soul  has  soared  above  thy  lowly  nature  to  be  near 

A  greater  love,  upon  whose  breast  thy  sorrow  shall  be  lulled  to  rest ; 

Thus  thrice  repaid  for  every  woe  by  one  who  loveth  thee  best. 

For  nearest  to  the  throne  of  God  stand  those  whom  grief  hath  bowed. 

In  heaven  they  reap  the  rieh  reward  from  tli'  golden  grain  the)'  sowed. 


Tribute  to  Conscience. 

I  am  weary.  oh,  so  weary  !  liow  I  look  and  long  for  rest !      • 
And  tlie  day  seems  dark  and  dreary,  and  I  wonder  if  'twere  best 

To  crnsh  down  the  sweetest  fancies  that  Iiave  risen  from  niy  soul, 
That  by  duty,  liard  and  painful,  I  may  reach  tlie  liigliest  goal. 

Sliall  I  loiter  o'er  the  pathway  where  the  angels  seem  to  lead, 
Where  with  songs  and  blooniing  beauty  I  may  tread  its  flowery  mead  ? 

Or  ranst  I,  with  bitter  feelings,  take  the  hard  and  narrow  path, 
With  the  tenderest  love  towards  Jesus,  fearfnl  lest  I  cause  His  wratli  l 

Pias  the  Lord  in  Ilis  great  knowledge  given  me  talent  all  for  naught, 
Or  has  He  just  this  way  taken  that  true  wisdom  I  am  taught  ? 

Or  have  I,  with  conscious  scniples,  questioned  too  much  of  the  riglit  'i 
Shall  I  cast  aside  tliese  doubtings  ere  the  day  fades,  and  the  night 
Finds  me  thus  still  sad  and  weary,  losing  all  my  soul's  delight? 


Author's  Determination. 

O-  publislier !  I  meet  you  with  sliy  and  tiinid  glances 

And  blushes  deepen  as  yonr  eye  with  nierry  twinkle  dances. 

You  know  I'm  green,  and  dread  to  sliow  niy  story,  oh,  so  treasured  ! 
For  style  and  sense  tlie  critic  has  with  deepest  satire  measured. 

And  I  am  stubborn  (so  you  say),  and  will  not  change  niy  meaning, 
For  it  was  triith,  altliough  you  thouglit  that  I  was  only  dreaming. 

Thus,  in  despair,  for  eight  long  years  niy  hopes  were  nearly  blasted  : 
]\[y  heart  and  soul  M'ere  nearl}^  dead — niy  body  only  lasted  ! 

1  would  not  follow  in  the  rut  whure  other  anthors  glided, 
For  I  would  be  just  like  niyself — in  that  I  was  decided. 


But  it  was  money  after  all  that  niade  the  book-nian  falter; 
I  had  not  that,  and  'twas  no  use  niy  story  thus  to  alter. 


The  critic  thought  the  characters  should  only  be  one-sided, 
Since  from  real  llfe  I  took  tliem  thcy  coiild  not  be  divided. 

They  faced  life's  scene  with  sniiling  mien,  or  turned  their  backs  in  anger 
For  tragic  scorn  the  girl  seemed  born  !   again  wliat  childish  languor. 


Saint  Barnabas'  Sunday  Scliool. 

Perhaps  an  angel  whisper'd,  one  pleasant  siimmer  daj, 

As  Olli'  kiiid  Superintendent  was  Walking  on  bis  waj, 

To  find  some  spot,  most  favored,  for  all  tlie  people  'round, 

Tliat  in  the  cliurcli,  on  Sunday,  tliese  people  raiglit  be  found. 

Some  time  ago  upon  this  spot,  with  marbles,  ball  or  kite, 
The  bojs  would  congregate  to  play,  and  tlien  tliey'd  swear  and  figlit ! 
The  scene  is  changed — for  thither  now,  witli  faces  clean  and  bright, 
They  wend  tlieir  way  to  Sunday  School,  tlieir  lessons  to  recite  ! 

Then  Superintendent.  Stirling  still  sorae  story  has  to  teil 

Of  some  poor  boy,  a  liero  he,  who  did  Ins  duty  well, 

And  worked  from  poverty  to  power,  and  eke  to  world-wide  fame ! 

Whicli  with  ambition  fills  his  class,  their  generous  souls  inflame. 

Tlis  wife,  dear  Mrs.  Stirling,  too,  whom  all  the  gods  liave  blest 
With  wit  and  tact  and  enterprise,  now  lias't  witliin  her  breast 
To  make  our  mission  larger  still,  because  the  school  will  grow 
With  such  a  superintendent's  care  and  his  dear  wife,  you  know. 


Tempt  Not  a  Man's  Soul. 

By  thj  side — beautiful,  wise,  and  serene, 
A  woman,  witli  art  and  power  of  a  queen, 
Stands  close  to  thj  lieart,  a  queen  over  men, 
A  serpent  is  waiting  to  tempt  her,  and  tlien — 

Froin  her  knowledge  within,  and  her  efforts  without, 
The  nian's  anxions  heart  is  no  longer  in  doubt 
Of  the  love  which  he  dreauied  of,  the  h)ve  whieh  he  sought. 
Wake,  man  !  ere  thy  heart  in  love's  hondage  is  caught. 

Wake,  woman  !  tliy  glory  may  all  end  in  sliame, 
And  folly  so  vain  debar  thee  from  fanie  ; 
For  tliis  did  fair  Eve  lose  her  sweet  paradise — 
Tempt  not  a  man's  soul,  or  his  heart  thns  entiee. 

Call  the  glorious  form  of  Chi-ist  to  thy  breast, 
Press  His  own  holy  lips,  in  His  arras  sweetly  rest. 
O,  Image  so  lofty,  grand,  holy,  and  pure, 
Keep  me  in  thy  power,  Mdiere  my  soul  is  secure. 


From  a  Scliolar  to  His  Teaclier, 

Fm  but  a  little  child,  and  yet  within  my  breast 
Briglit  hopes  and  tender  feelings  spring  from  ray  soul — 
My  spirJt  guest. 

Tliat  sonl  niay  be  expanded,  yet  still  remaiii  the  sanie, 
Wliile  3'onr  sweet  and  gentle  influence  niay  lielp  me 
Win  a  nanie. 

For  genius  biids  in  little  liearts — time  expands  the  flower 
Love  tints  the  leaves,  while  light  from  thee  may  fit  it  for 
Some  worthv  bowel'. 


Tlie  Minister 's  Charit}'; 

OR, 

His  Brother-in-Love. 

*T\Viis  an  eminent  preacher,  a  noted  divine, 
Stopped  ere  lie  ünislied  writing  a  line 
To  answer  a  summons — he  stepped  to  tlie  door, 
Wliere  the  servant  was  waiting  with  words  to  implore 
His  sanction  to  give  a  poor  boy  sonie  aid. 
"  Fol-,  indeed  he  is  starving,  I  think — I'm  afraid— 
At  least  he  is  cold,  and  hungiy,  I  know." 
Half  ashanjed  at  her  boldness,  she  then  turned  to  go. 

"  Just  teil  liini  to  wait  nntil  I  conie  down," 
He  answered,  with  dignity,  adding  a  frown. 
Cold,  shivering  with  Imnger,  outside  of  the  door, 
The  patient  boy  waited  for  what  was  in  störe. 
At  last  his  great  honor  was  ready  to  greet 
The  half  frozen  boy  who  stood  in  the  street, 
For  the  girl,  I  am  told,  had  not  dared  to  admit 
Any  poor,  humble  person  unless  he  saw  lit. 

"  Are  yon  hnngry,  my  lad  T'  in  a  deep  voice,  he  said. 
"  I  am  starving ;  please,  sir,  will  yon  give  me  some  bread  ?" 
"  Jane,  bring  out  the  crnsts  that  are  likoly  to  waste  ; 
And  now,  then,  my  lad,  ere  1  give  you  a  taste 


Öf  tlie  bread,  souie  religions  iinpression  l'H  make 

Ere  I  offer  tlie  ernst  for  cliaritj''s  sake. 

Do  jou  ever  pray  'i "     "  I  doii't  know  the  way." 
"  I'll  teil  yon,  my  lad — just  repeat  wliat  I  say  : 

Our  Father  " — liow  strong  the  voice  sounded,  and  deep — 
"ünr  Father" — the  child's  voice  is  trerabling  and  weak — 
"  Now,  which  art  in  heaven — why  don't  yon  repeat?" 
"  Why,  is  he  yonr  father  and  niine?"     ''Yes — repeat." 
"  Why,  yon're  niy  big  brother  ;  of  course  yon  nuist  be, 

And  ain't  you  ashanied  to  give  such  crusts  to  me ?" 


My  Baby. 

0,  my  babj  !  aiigel  babj  ! 
How  I  sit  and  dreaiii  of  thee ! 
It  is  fancj — or  it  may  be 
Tliat  thy  tiny  form  I  see. 

Once  a  patli  lay  stretched  before  ine 
Strewn  witli  laurel  wreaths  and  flowers, 
Wliile  bi'iglit  liopes  of  fame  possessed  me- 
Füled  the  liappy  fleeting  liours. 

Biit  love  gave  a  soul  in  sorrovv  ; 
Conscience  whispered,  'tis  div^ine  ; 
Wliile  despair  lipon  the  morrow 
Filled  the  path  I  knew  was  miiie. 

Did  I  murmur  at  stern  duty, 
Tho'  hope  darkened  day  by  day, 
Wliile  the  path  of  brightest  beautj 
Faded  gradually  away  ? 

Every  thought  and  evei-y  feeling, 
Drained  out  in  another  soul, 
Left  me  then  repentant,  kneeling, 
Seeking  quite  another  goal. 

Every  thought  of  fame  forsaken, 
Still  how  sadly  I  resigned  ; 
Yet  tliis  tender  biid  awakened 
Just  the  thoufflits  that  God  desie-ned. 


It  awakened  little  duties — ' 
Patience,  humble  works  of  love — ■ 
Making  others  see  life's  beauties, 
Knowing  tliey  were  from  above. 

Tlien  despaii-  groped  tbroiigli  tbe  darkness, 
ßeacbing,  searcbing  after  ligbt, 
Till  I  feit  a  sad,  sweet  cabiiness, 
Feeling  God  does  all  tbiiigs  rigbt. 

Seif  was  cruslied  and  quite  forsaken  ; 
Hope  rose  up  toward  biglier  ainis ; 
Great,  yet  simple,  ways  mistaken, 
Caring,  seeking  not  a  name. 

Tlien  I  pictnred  out  a  glory 
Grander  tlian  all  fame  below, 
Tbinking  of  tbe  sad,  sad  story, 
Acted,  written  long  ago. 

Heart  and  niind  were  turned  toward  beaven, 
Hope  was  ceutered  on  tbe  tbrone ; 
Glory  tlien  to  God  was  given — 
Mine  no  niore  I  cared  to  own. 

Seeking  out  eacb  bnmble  duty, 
Doing  it  witb  utniost  care, 
Giving  life,  and  soul,  and  beauty, 
To  a  form  tbat  T  must  bear. 

To  tbe  soul  I  nursed  in  sorrow, 
Given  for  His  tbrone  of  grace, 
Little  tbinking  1  could  horrow 
More  tban  tbat  wbicb  gave  it  place. 


When  I  He  alone  in  illness, 
Craving  love  from  one  inore  dear — 
How  can  triie  love  be  so  tliouglitless- 
Mj  dear  liiisband  was  not  near. 

How  can  such  tliings  be  forgiven, 
God  alone  can  only  teil ; 
My  poor  soiil  was  alinost  riven 
By  tlie  grief  it  could  not  qnell. 

Tlien  I  turned  to  yon,  niy  Edith, 
Pressed  yonr  dimpled,  rose-hued  cheek 
To  my  aching  lieart  and  bosoni, 
Feeling  jnst  tlie  love  one  seeks. 

Then  you  grew  to  be  a  blessing, 
Nestled  tliere  close  to  my  heart, 
Tho'  to  me  no  word  caressing 
E'er  shonld  come,  or  love  depart. 

I  woiild  cling  to  you,  my  baby, 
For  witliin  yonr  pure  young  life 
Beat  a  wonian's  heart  so  tender — 
I  would  shield  it  from  all  strife. 

I  would  ever  trust  my  darling 
With  a  natnre  pure  and  brave, 
Knowing  what  alone  is  loving 
Will  not  sink,  but  oft  may  save. 

Just  when  I  had  grown  to  love  thee 
With  a  new  and  fresh  delight, 
Thy  hoarse  breathing  caine  to  warn  rae, 
In  the  dark  and  lonely  night. 


O,  tlie  liard  and  paiiiful  spasnis! 
Corning,  going,  one  by  one ; 
O,  tlie  empty,  achiiig  cliasm ! 
Must  I  say  "  Thy  will  be  done  ?" 

O,  Uly  fair,  frail  little  blossom, 
Nestling  aniid  otlier  tiowers, 
In  tlie  snnset  came  tbe  angels, 
Bearing  you  towards  fairer  bowers. 

Loving  eyes  will  watch  froni  lieaven, 
Knowing  now  niy  sacritice  ; 
Sweetest  praise  to  me  be  given, 
By  iny  bal)y  in  the  skies. 

Let  niy  great  work  be  forgotten ! 
Greater  works  thy  life  hatli  wrought ! 
Love  of  art,  foundation  rotten  ! 
'Twould  not  yieki  the  peace  I  sought 

Tho'  my  name  remains  iinhonored, 
Thou  wilt  give  it  all  its  due ; 
Leave  the  fields  of  fame  nngarnered, 
Live  alone  for  what  is  true ! 

Golden  fruit  was  left  inigathered, 
Jnst  to  give  thy  life  its  dne ; 
All  earth's  dearest  hopes  were  severed- 
"Wliat  they  cost  none  ever  knew. 

Yet  forgive  these  words,  niy  l)aby, 
'Twas  a  willing  sacrifice; 
In  the  great  nnknown  there  inay  be 
All  snfficieiit  to  snffice. 


To  Dr.  . 

My  nerves  liad  received  a  terrible  sliock, 
Wliicli  was  cansod  hy  a  doctor  wliom  8onie  called  a  block, 
Tliong-h  Ins  treatinent,  ]>i-ot'essioiial,  please  understand, 
Worked  as  smootli  as  a  cliarin — 'twas  above  reprimand. 

The  cause  and  the  facts  yoii  all  know  so  well 
Please  save  useless  pain  and  don't  ask  nie  to  teil ; 
Such  nieaning,  of  coiirse,  I  need  not  repeat 
To  people  of  sense  I'v^e  liad  pleasure  to  meet. 

Bat  wlien  one  conies  across  an  unfeeling  fool, 
Wlio  has  learned  all  save  manners  in  College  and  school, 
And  pnts  all  human  l»eings  aboiit  on  a  ])ar, 
Excepting  himself — whom  he  thinks  quite  a  star — 

Should  one  answer  the  questions,  qnite  out  of  place, 

For  a  medical  man  wlio  carries  a  case  ? 

To  ask  of  a  sti-anger,  wliose  sensitive  nerves 

Are  shocked  by  his  bluntness,  though  quite  nndeserved, 

And,  as  physical  wound  causes  one  to  be  senseless, 
These  mental  wounds  made  me  quite  defenseless, 
And  robbed  me  of  speech,  and  dulled  all  my  wits, 
While  one  wlio  feit  less  would  have  given  him  lits. 

Next  day  I  invented  the  sharpest  sarcasm 
To  cut  up  the  man  and  work  off  my  spasm  ; 
But,  thinking  my  language  was  quite  too  obscure 
To  have  the  effect  I  wished  to  procure, 


I  just  let  it  pass,  for  I  tliuuglit  the  jackasi^ 

Ilad  a  vei'j  tliick  liide,  wliicli  was  filled  in  witli  gas ; 

A  weapon  so  tliie  liis  great  cheek  wonld  break, 

80  I  tlionglit  the  l)est  tliing  was  to  give  him  the  shake. 

As  week  after  week  went  qnietly  l)y, 

Tills  bhindering  man  oft,  oft  M-ondered  why 

Ilis  aid  was  iinsought,  and  now  I  will  say, 

"  Because  you  were  bold  and  blunt  in  your  way." 

LATER    OPINION. 

I  was  young,  and  witli  sorrow  fresh  in  niy  niind. 
Was  peevish,  and  sensitive,  over-refined ; 
This  good  natnred  doctor  wouhl  jint  me  at  ease, 
For  the  yonng  rattle  brain  did  not  mean  to  displease. 

T  looked  for  great  dignity  in  his  profession  ; 
It  was  not  liis  business  to  seek  a  confession 
Of  feeling  wliich  oft  I  had  tried  to  repress, 
Jjut  perluqxs  I  iniagined  what  he  never  guessed. 


For  Bertie'vS  Teaclier,  Miss  C : 

Wlieu  Bertie  first  entered  your  scliool-rooin 
Tliere  was  scarcely  tlie  iirst  ray  of  liope  ; 
What  iiature  liad  given  for  action 
Had  drifted  away  froin  its  scope. 

His  mind  had  been  worried  witli  trifles, 
These  w^ere  the  eeiiter  of  thought ; 
He  was  solving  examples  of  justice 
By  rnles  which  nature  had  tanght. 

His  answers,  perhaps,  were  not  right  ones : 
They  were  always  bitter  and  hard  ; 
By  force  lie  could  not  be  tanght 
What  his  nature  wished  to  discard. 

The  first  words  so  liopefnl  and  cheering, 
The  principal  so  kindly  said, 
Went  straight  to  his  heart,  and  gave  courage- 
He  meant  to  go  right  ahead. 

And  you,  his  kind  teacher,  with  patience 
Detcrniined  lie  should  understand  ; 
Till  now  he  has  gained  in  his  studies, 
Through  your  Icindness.  and  not  repriniand. 

For  tliis  you  liave  our  kind  wishes, 
Hoping  sonie  day  you  will  know 
A  greater  reward  for  merit 
Tlian  the  one  which  we  here  bestow. 


My  Neiglibor. 

To  love  my  neighbor  I  ain  told — 
By  tliat  coniinand  I  am  coutrolled  ; 
And  he,  like  Shylock,  ineaii  and  old, 
Loves  notliing  more  than  gain  and  gold. 

If,  like  tlie  jndge,  I  can  but  teach, 
Justice  and  merey  I  will  preacli. 
If  that  won't  change  liim,  I  will  pay 
The  old  man  back  a  different  way. 

I  will  bring  liis  meanness  on  bis  liead, 
Until  mean  acts  e'en  he  will  dread. 
This  kind  of  love  will  teach  liim  right 
When  he  receives  his  second  sight. 

He  shuts  my  view  from  out  of  sight ; 
I  mind  not  that,  but  heaven's  ligbt 
He  bars  from  me,  and  dims  my  sight. 
Close  to  my  living  rooms  his  liouse 
He  builds,  despite  her  wish— bis  spouse. 

Tliere's  lifteen  feet  the  otlier  side. 
And  seven  lots  all  broad  and  wide. 
To  love  him  wonld  be  to  love  sin, 
And  place  my  confidence  within 
A  man  with  heart  and  soul  so  small 
He'd  give  no  chance,  but  take  my  all. 


Perhaps  tliere'Il  conie  a  future  day 
Your  land  is  iiiine,  the  Lord  will  say ; 
Yeiigeance  is  miue,  I  will  repay, 
'  Aiid  all  oiice  owned  be  swept  away. 

I'll  sliut  tlie  liglit  of  lieaveii  froni  yon, 
Or,  if  the  prophecy  be  trne, 
The  needle's  eye,  not  yet  woni  through, 
The  light  of  heaveii  he'U  never  view. 


SucceSvS  in  Life. 

Success  in  this  life,  if  üiilj  attained — 
Are  we  reallv  inore  liappy  if  oiily  'tis  gained, 
Thau  one  coiiscientious,  wlio  crushes  tlie  will 
Throngli  a  higher  eiideavor  than  iiierely  to  HU 
This  world's  space  of  aetion,  to  gain  a  higli  place, 
Atid  welcome  the  favor  ambitioii  iniist  face. 

A  inaid  in  her  puritv,  beautj  and  grace, 

With  the  dawn  of  genius  aglow  on  her  face, 

Success  in  her  grasp,  and  fanie  snre  to  win, 

May  criisli  out  the  spirit  that's  rising  witliin 

For  a  more  hunible  duty  which  God  has  luade  piam. 

Knowing  that  great  ambitions  are  oft  counted  vain, 

Tluit  the  hiurels  of  earth  are  more  easy  to  win 

Than  the  bright  pearly  gates  to  Und  eutrance  within. 
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